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of Iraq and its sun-scorched plains. The sun was getting
lower and all the plain took on a sienna tinge. The
port oil pressure was getting a little low, and I suspected
the gauge again. As we approached Ramadi I tried
the switches and found the starboard engine dud on
one magneto. As we landed the light was just failing,
and I hardly saw the ground, which had turned from
sienna to grey, as it rushed up* I touched outside the
edge of Ramadi at the south-west corner. The landing
was not too bad.

Ramadi to Hinaidi. When I landed at Ramadi I
asked Sturman if he would rather work on the engines,
and look them over, and fly back that night, or give
up work and wait till the morning. He was looking
absolutely washed out and dead-beat, and he had been
feeling sick and had eaten nothing since leaving Kasr
Kharana. He said he would like to work. So we
changed the oil gauges, and found that iny suspicion
that it was the port oil gauge and not the port oil pressure
that was dud was correct. He also worked on the mag-
neto of the starboard engine. Pitt laid out the flares,
which had to be across the landing ground and gave
me a very short run before the trenches on the opposite
side. I found it hard to see the flares when taxying
outs owing to the dust. I plunged off into the blackness
and just pulled "Valkyrie" off before the trench. I
made away over the river, so as to get over the desert
and away from the cultivation, and soon the moon rose
and reflected itself in molten gold in the Euphrates.
These moonlight nights in Iraq are wonderful for flying,
after the heat of the day. I watched the.moon reflection
in streaks of gold against the jet-black desert on the
distant reaches of the river, and the glow and searing